V
GERTRUDE JEKYLL

I FIRST met Miss Gertrude Jekyll many years ago,
when I had a house in Sussex, beyond Haslemere,
just over the Surrey borders. I was taken to see
her by James Britten, an old friend of hers, a little,
elderly, snuffy botanist with many friends and interests,
who was, among other things, an official in the Botanical
Department of the British Museum, and Secretary of the
Catholic Truth Society. Britten was not only a botanist,
but a garden expert as well; he often came to stay with
me, and we often took the local train to Godalming, and
walked up from the station to Munstead Wood to visit
Miss Jekyll and her garden. I was present, therefore, at
many of their confabulations, and more than one of their
experts' quarrels ; for experts love to dispute over nice
points of taste and pedantry, and these occasional
altercations add just that spice of acrimony to their regard
for each other which keeps it from becoming flat. Britten
was an irascible, fault-finding little man, and Miss Jekyll
had no exaggerated disinclination for a scrimmage now
and then. Their friendship, as with most of Britten's
friendships, was a kind of cat-and-dog relationship;
Britten being in this case the cat, and Miss Jekyll the
big, good-natured dog, who was, however, not incapable
of growling when a growl was called for.

I would, on these visits, accompany the pair as they

walked about the gardens, and listen with interest and

some alarm to Britten's fault-finding ;  for even in Miss

Jekyll's gardens, with all his admiration for them, Britten
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